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Madam 5 — es, 
10 1 
Signor Car— — ino. 


AR DON, from one ſcarce known, this rude Addreſs, 
Thou ſomething more than Man. in being leſs; 
What Innocence appears in that dear Face, 
Een Prudes may call it ſo, — without Diſgrace; 
Though idle Tongues report, you early loſt 
Some trifling Things, — of which Men vainly boaſt; 
Where is the Loſs? — We love a Gooſe-Pye bon d, 
Nor cat Plum-Pudding, — jf it is not Ston d: 
With puzling Terms Mankind wou'd fain perplex 
Our Virgin Thoughts; and yet neglect to fix 


Lou Part of ours, or theirs, or any Sex: 


You're caſt in ſuch a Mould, as Angels are, 
All over free from Blemiſh, ſmooth and fair. 
B " I Sweet 


d] 
| 
= J 
If neither Man, nor Woman, — we may ſwear, 


[6 ] 

Sweet Mufick's brighteſt Ornament you've ſhone ; | 
Long may you Stand, — as't were, its Corner-Stone. 
Tell me, ye Prudes ! — what is there that can harm us, 
In a quick Movement, — or a Cantus-Firmns ? 
Take then, ye Belles your gaudy, flutt ring Things, 
They all muſt yield, when C.- ind — Sings: 

I fly each puny, ſelf.admiring Fop, 

To hug the dear Deceiver's Double-Stop. 

Some on a Face, ſome on a Shape may doat, 


Some like the Man, and ſome the fine Lac'd-Coat ; 


But give me, O ye Stars'— his Holding Note. 


Sure, if you pleas'd, you'd raviſh half the Town, 
With that delightful whisking up and down : 
For Art and Nature can no further go, 

Than ſweet Above, with full and ſtrong Belo: 
So vaſt a Compaſs, Sweetneſs, Grace, and Strength; 


A Double Octave —is a charming Length! 


Your Execution ſtrikes me with Surprize, þ 
Still as you move, I gently fall, and riſe ; | | 
Now plough the yielding Waves, now mount theSkies. [ 

| O! what 7 


1 
O! what Delight! — to join the loud Applauſe, 
Which crowns the finiſhing each killing Paule : 
For me—at ev'ry Cloſe, quite loſt in Joy, 


I murm'ring — Sigh Mon chere encore — une T'o1s. 


But oh! — what Horror through my Vitals ran, 
To {ee you combat with that huge Bull-man 
The double Monfter put me on the Rack, 
Dreading, each Turn, to fee him leap your Back: 


To eaſe our Fears, pray benot quite ſo brave ; 


Think, but in Yours, a ThouſandLives you fave. 


Ti is faid you'll Go pray Hah at be abt true; 
The only ſhocking Sound can come from you. 
Why did thoſe Eyes, thatAir, that Voice deceive us? 
Youcame, you ſung, you conquer'd, and you—leave us. 
Alas! — you ne'er can fail to touch each Heart, 
So true you Point, — ſo well Suſtain your Part: 
With thy dear Perſon we may bid adieu to 
The juſt Staccato, and firm Soſtenuto. | 


* Minotaur, in ARIADNE. 
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Some Peoples Confidence would make one ſtare, 
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That Sene — 's Pipe with your's compare; 

They might as well ſnew in the Field together, 

A brisk, young, butting Ram, — and old Bellweather: 
In vain his ſhrivell'd Lungs he ſtrives to ſtretch ; 
His weaken'd Pinions cannot fly your Pitch : 

His feeble Pipe no Life, no Spirit ſhews; k 
Like a weak Hand, a blunted Dart it throws; 


Always deficient in a proper Cloſe: 


His greateſt Efforts unconcern'd we bear, 
And all that he can do, won't enter here: 5 
When one wou d have him Sharp, he proves quite Flat ; 4 


What greater Curſe can Woman meet than that ? ( 
At perfect Numbers, ſhe who wou'd arrive, | = 
Will find dull Fifty — ſhort of Twenty-five. | 


Says my old Aunt, Hor can the ſe Creatures pleaſe you? 5 
Lud! Niece — they only ſerve at moſt to tei se ou: 


You 


CS}? 
Wu make a Rout with him, and Sen - - no; 
Bankrupts, I fear, — for ſure, both You and 1 know, 
T hey cannot pay a Bill — for want of Rino. 
O Madam! ] reply'd — the Fachs wrong laid, 
They're akways paying, yet we re never paid: 
The Expectation of the coming Bliſs, 
So much both Soul and Body does poſſeſs ; 


IV ith them alone, we boaft an endleſs Pleaſure, 
And ſcorn to ask, Like Jane: . eight for Meaſure. 


Why ſhould this filly Chit-Chat (though in Khyme) 
Preſume to treſpaſs on your precious Lime? 


To ſhare your Cares, and ſweeten bitter Life, 
Let's Sey find oy out, a proper Wife. 


a” 


Since (barr'd by Law to wear our Chains'of Love,) 
You cant't the filthy Joys of Medloch prove; 
Tho'n vain you'd ſtrive (if Inclination led) 
To raiſe a Plant in the warm Nuptial Bed; 
Yet you're not barren, though you bear no Fruit, 
Like odious Man--- that propagating Brute 
C Each 


101 
Each brawny Male each two-legg*d upright E/ 
Can hammer out an Image of Himſelf; 
Love's Altar they approach with ſavage Zeal, 
And think no further than juſt what they feel: 
A Thing of courſe — no Guſto —-no Delight! 
A Doſe of Marriage-Opinm—— and good Night. 


By noble Means, to eternize your N ame, 
Make your Addreſſes to the Goddeſs Fa ME; 
If like your own, her Voice could ſound your Praiſe, 
A lovely, num'rous Race ſhe'd quickly raiſe: | 074 
Happy Hay-Market fhould the Witneſs be 
Of Infants Got and Born in Melody : 
If Midwife HAN DEL. bring the Babes to Light, 
And the Nine Muſes goſſip there each Night: 
If proper Judges careful Nurſes prove, 
As free from Malice as from partial Love. 


Like 
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Like other Husbands when Abroad you roam 
In queſt of Game, you know, abounds at Home ; 


The chaſte Nymph Ech o on your Pipe ſhall dote, 


* 


Hug the dear Marble of your melting Throat, 8 


om 


And multiply your Race in each repeated Note. 
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